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under the colonnades of Pirtwi-I&j, we passed the scorching hours gazing on that
little court, and evoking all the brilliant scenes of which it was the theatre, from
the time when King Dava, surrounded by his courtiers, sunk the sacred nail in

the earth, to the day when the lame Tartar, the unwearied Tamerlane, came'here
and bowed down before Allah, bathing his knees in the blood which covered the
pavement of tine temple; and beside the iron column a venerable old fig-tree spread
its centenarian branches over the court, which it filled with a luminous shade;